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" The Cavalier. Yes, my sword j yes, I am a free man; and
I love you from the bottom of my heart; I lore you like my
betrothed; I love you like a dear mistress.

" The Sword. And I have given myself to you. To you I
devote my life and my soul of steel 1 Ah! if we are betrothed,
when will you say to me, * Come, come, my beloved mistress ' ? "

As Chateaubriand said: "The man whose life was
a dithyramb in action fell only when the poets of
Germany had sung and drawn their sword against
their rival, Napoleon, the armed poet."

Alas I what is more lamentable than this colossal
struggle in which such a vast sum of heroism was
spent on both sides, and so many brave young men,
inspired by the purest and noblest sentiments of the
human heart, succumbed in the flower of youth, at
this beginning of the nineteenth century, of which
they should have been the ornament and the honor!
A German cannot withhold his admiration for these
young French conscripts, who in a day acquired the
intrepidity of the sturdiest veterans. Frenchmen,
too, admire the young German students, soldiers, and
poets, who so bravely left their universities for the
camps. Such adversaries were made to esteem and
understand One another, and they slew one another!
Then if the blood that was shed had been fertile, if
the conquerors had become free ! But no; the sov-
ereigns of the coalition were to forget the victory
once gained, the liberal promises which they had lav-
ished, and, in a word, it was the people who were to
suffer for their kings!